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One night when-and | were in bed, she was telling me that she was itchy. | told
her to be quiet as we would get into trouble. | don't know if staff stood outside of the
dorms to listen but sure enough, Miss Robertson came into the room. The pair of us
were taken out of bed with just our night shirts on, we didn’t even get a chance to put
on our slippers. We were dragged along a corridor and put into a room like a cupboard.
| vaguely recall it might have been a library as it had books on each side with a ladder
thing. We were made to stand in there and face the wall at the back. | remember the
room and the corridors, they were so black. | think it was the middle of the night.
Robertson came back in at some point and gave us both a serving spoon size of castor
oil which we had to swallow. She left again and we were locked in the room. | don't
really know how long it was for and | have no idea where she went. | would guess it
was about half an hour, though it seemed like forever. When you’re young it's difficult
to say how long. She then came back and dragged us back to our beds. | think this
happened quite near the end of our stay, maybe a week or two before we left because

my sister had chicken pox on our return home.

Miss Fletcher would shout and bawl at all of us in the dining hall and basically
everywhere we were. | would always be trying to make sure my sister never got herself
into trouble in there. | felt responsible if she got in to trouble so | tried my best to protect
her. | felt she was too little.

There was a time when my sister |} wrapped her peas in her napkin and threw
it on the floor. Miss Fletcher must have seen the napkin, realised |Jjwas the only
one without one and she pulled |JJilif out of her chair and made her stand and face

the wall because she hadn’t eaten her peas.

My wee granny was very good to us and my grandad had a good job. She would send
us parcels of fruit, magazines and postal orders with £2 each. | think we got a letter
from my granny every week and she tells me that within the letter would be a postal
order. Fletcher would come into the dining room in the morning and shout out your
name and hand you the letter. The letters were all opened but there was never a postal

order that | saw.

11





















